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To Her GRACE the 
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Dutcheſs of Marlborough. 


eo y 5D un- authoriz'd by 
Merit, are too fre- 
quent, and (what 
ſhou'd be more ſurprizing) 
often ſucceſsful. 

1 


K 


DEDICATION. 

J wou'd willingly ap- 
proach in, what think, the 
beſt Shape, and chooſe ra- 
ther to appear dreſs'd in the _ 
Opinion of the Town, than 
my own. 

I have been fd 'd 
with the general Approba- 
tion, yet am ſtill conſcious 
of Weakneſs, and know 
not where to {ue more pro- 
perly for Protection, than 
to Your GRACE : Beheve 
this, Madam, when I aſſure 
You that I will always fa- 
crifice my I ntereſt—to. my 
Sincerity. £4 8 


DEDICATION. 
Taman Enemy to Flat- 
tery, and therefore, to be 
ſure to be thoroughly diſ- 
engag d from it, apply to 
a Perſon who wants it not. 
The Greatneſs of Mind 
I have conſtantly conſi- 
| der'd beyond that of the 
; Perſon, and when I ſay that 
you are a Goop Woman, 
I think I ſay more than I 
ſhou'd by ſtiling Vou a 
GREAT Durchkss: By 
confirming Vour ſelf the 
firſt, Vou have eminently 
prov'd Your {elf the latter: 
In this laſt Opinion I apply | 
my ſelf to the World---not 


to 
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DEDICATION. 


to Your Grace, conſci- 
ous that Yau are the only 
Perſon that will not join in 
it. 


I have little Title to ad- 
dreſs Vour GRACE, more 
than in the Aſſurance that 
the ſmalleſt Merit does not 
go unregarded by You : I 
confeſs my ſelf obſcure, but 
{hall not think ſo if Your 
GRACE looks upon. me 
with the Eye of Favour; 
for, believe me, I have 
more Ambition to merit 
Your Grace's Eſteem, 
than any other Conſidera- 


tion that may be ſuggeſted, 


and 


DEDICATION. 


and ſhall ever think myſelf 


honour'd 1 in bg. iy 
fen, 


Tour Graces 


moſt devoted, 


moſt obedient, and 


moſt humble Servant. 


Ac k. 


5 obviate any Criticiſm that may 
FI juſtly fall upon the Inaccurra 
of this Play, I judg'd it — 
ſary to publiſh a few Lines as an 
Apology for the Liberties Ihave 
taken with the Hiſtory, and the Faults that 
may appear to the judicious Reader: And 
tho” the uncommon and general Applauſe it 
has met with in the Repreſentation may 
ſeem to make it unneceſſary, yet without 
it I could not acquit myſelf to myown Judg- 


ment. 
And firſt, as to the Liberties I ave 


was 
In 


1er 


P R E F A C E. 


in France at the Time I have laid the Acti 
on of the Play; but it being a Story barren 


of Female Characters, I was induc'd to 


make her appear; and becauſe I thought 
there wou'd very naturally ariſe a pleaſing 
Diſtreſs at their Parting, which J have in- 
troduc'd at the Beginning of the Fourth Act. 

Again, to heighten the Diſtreſs in the laſt 
Act, and to bring on One ſuppos'd to re- 
ceive and convey the Advice better, that 
the King ſends by him to his eldeſt Son 
Charles, James appears, who at that Junc- 
ture was in Holland: I have made an Ex- 
cuſe for CromwelPs coming to the King, 
becauſe I thought an Interview between em 
was neceſſary, and wou'd add to the Spi- 
rit of the whole. 2 . 

I am not conſcious of any other Liber- 
ties J have taken, except heightening the 
Characters of Fairfax and his Lady, which 
has added a Warmth to the Piece, and in 
ſome meaſure ſupply'd the Want of real 
Matter to conſtitute Five Acts: The other 
Perſons in the Drama, are as ſtrongly cha- 
racteris'd, and as impartially, as I had 
Ability, and the ſhortneſs of the Time would 
permit. 

There were ſome Speeches omitted in the 
Repreſentation, which I have reſtor'd in 
Print, and the Reader may particularize 
them, if he thinks it worth while, by 
remarking a Comma perfix*d to each Line. 

I muſt 


. 


I 'muſt now do myſelf the pleaſure to ad- 
dreſs thoſe Gentlemen of known Judgment 
and great Candour, whoſe Corrections (tho? 
in ſo ſhort a time for making them) have 
done me Honour, and given Reputation 
to the Piece: Some I have not an Oppor- 
tunity of thanking perſonally, and there- 
fore do it thus publickly, and declare, that 
nothing could equal the Juſtneſs of their 
Remarks, but their Sincerity and Huma- 
nity in delivering them. : 
g I now throw the e before the Rea- 

er, and hope it will prove as agreeable an 
> ruins in the loſer, as it ſeem'd 
to be upon the Stage, 
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PRO OU UAE 
Buy a Friend. 
Spoken by Mr. GI FF ARD. 


1 N former Times, when Wit auas no Offence, 

And Men ſubmitted to be pleas d with Serſtunm 
Then was the Stage fair Virtue's Faw" rite School, 
Scourge of the Knawve, and Mirror of the Fool. 

Here oft, the Villains conſcious Bluſh wou'd riſe, 
And Fools become, by viewing Folly, wiſe, | 5 
Our Bard, as then, deſpiſes Song and Dance, | 
The Notes of Italy and Figs of France. 
With home Diſtreſi he nobly hopes te. move, 
And fire each Boſom with its Country's L. 
So much a Briton . that he ſcorns to roam 
To Foreign Climes, to fetch his Hero hom 
Conſcious, that in-theſe Scences is clearly ſhown 
Britain can boaſt true Heroes of ber own, 
Murder avew'd by Law he boldly paints; 
Heroes and Patriots, - Hypocrites and Saints : 

Rebellion fighting for the Publick Good, 

And Treaſon ſmiling in a Monarch's Blaod, 

Party, be dumb in each pathetic Scene, 

Our Muſe to-night aſſerts an honeff Mean; 

Shews you @ Prince triumphant oer his Fate, 

Glorious in Death, as in Misfortunes Great : 

By Nature wirtueus, the miſ-led by Slaves, 

By Tools of Power, by Sycophants and Knawves. 

u ben Charles ſubmits to Factions deadly Blow, 

What loyal Heart bat ſhares the Monarchs Moe. 

Nor leſs Maria's Grief, ye gentle Fair, 

Claims "4 Tribute of a tender Tear, 

From Britiſh Scenes to-night wwe hope Applauſe, 

And Britons, ſure will aid à Britth Cauſe. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæe. 


. 7 
| 


King Charles, Mr. Giffard. _ 
Duke of York, Maſter Giffard. 
Duke of Glouceſter, Maſter W. Hamilton. 
Biſhop Juxon, Mr. Havard. 


Duke of Richmond, Mr. Bardin. | 
Marquis of Lindſey, Mr. Richardſon. 
Oliver Cromwell, Mr. Wright. 


Fairtax, Mr. Johnſon. 
Bradſhaw, Mr. Roſco. 
Ireton, Mr. W. Giffard. 


Colonel Tomlinſon, Mr. Hamilton. 
W O M E N. 


Queen Mrs. Giffard. 


Princeſs Elizabeth, Miſs Norris. 

Lady Fairfax, Mrs. Roberts. 

SCENE patly at St. Janies's, and partly 
at 4 git all. | 4 


ton. 


artly 
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Enter Biſhop Juxon and Duke of Richmond. 
"FUXON. 
0 Op Day, my Lord; if in - 


7 50 ae 
8 * that 1s fortun ate 0 or good can 


Strides o'er the Land and marks her 
Way with Ruin: W 
Plenty is fled with Juſtice ; Rage and Rapine 
Have robb'd the widow'd Matron, England, quite, | 
And left her now no Dow'ry----but her Tears, 
Richn. Ts it then certain that the lawleſs Commons 
Have form'd a Court of Juſtice (ſo they call it)... 
To bring the King to Trial? 
Fux. "T's moit true: 


10 N 
” 


Vet 


Aid tho! the Loris reh ae join the , 
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Yet they proceed without em: Lawleſs Man! 
Whither at laſt will thy Impieties, 
Thy daring Inſolence extend, when Kings 
Feel from a Subject-Hand the Scourge of Pow'r? 
Where may an injur'd Monarch hope for Safety, 
If he not find it in his People's Hearts? 
RNichm. O Naſeby, Naſeby ! what a deadly Stroke 
Was thy ill- fated Field to Royalty 
On thy Succeſs depended Monarchy : 
The Fate of Rebels and the Fate of Kings 
Hung on thy Battle; but thou, faithleſs too, 
Conſpir'd with Faction to o'erthrow us all, 
And bring to Sight theſe more than bloody Times. 
Fux. 'To-morrow does the black Tribunal fit ; - 
When Majeſty 1s cited to appear 
Before his Tyrant- Subjects: O prepoſterous ! 
Is't not as bad as if thoſe Rebel-Hands 
Shou'd from their Seats tear forth the ruling Eyes, 
Whoſe Watch directs the Body's Uſe and ſafety ? 
Richm. It cannot be] "Tis not in Cruelty 
To think of ſpilling Royal Blood: Mercy ſure, 
And the pretended Juſtice of their Cauſe, 
Will fave *em from the Weight of ſo much Guilt. 
Fux. What added Guilt can that black Boſom feel, 
That has ſhook off Allegiance to it's King ? 
Whole Seas of common and of noble Blood 
Will not ſuffice, the Banquet muſt be crown'd, 
And the Brain heated with the Blood of Kings. 
But ſee where Cromwell/comes ! upon his Brow 
Diſſimulation ſtamp'd : If I can judge 
By Lineament and Feature, that Man's Heart 
Can both contrive and execute, the worſt, 
And the moſt daring Actions yet conceiv'd. .. 
Ambitious, bloody, reſolute and wife; _ 
He ne'er betrays his Meaning till he acts, 
And ne'er looks out but with the Eye of Purpoſe : 
His Head ſo cool, that it appears the Top 
Of Alpine Hill, clad with flow waſting Snow ; 
His Execution rapid as the Force | 
Of falling Waters thund' ring dewn its Baſe, 
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Let us avoid him, for my conſcious Soul ; 

Fears him in Wonder, and in Praiſe condemns him. 

i 1 | [Exennt. 
Enter Cromwell. 


Crom. Now, thro” the Maze of gloomy Policy, 
Has fire- ey d Faction work'd her Way to Light, 
And deck'd Ambition in the Robe of Power. _ 

Our Fears in Charles's Safety are remov'd, 

And but one Blow remains to fix our State 

The lopping off his Head. No more the Royal Tree 
Shall, from Legitimacy's Root, preſume 
To ſprout forth Tyrant Branches: Commonwealth 
Own no hereditary Right, unleſs our Worth 

Shine equal to our Birth : Wherefore at once 

Down with Nobility----The Commons rule 

Avaunt Prerogative and Lineal Title, 

And be the Right to riſe ſuperior Merit. 


. Enter Fairfax. 5 
Fairf. I was to ſeek you, Sir, ſome lab'ring Doubts, 
Which, in th' Uncertainty of theſe ſtrange Limes, 
Call for the Ray of Clearneſs, make me preſs. 
(Perhaps unſeaſonably ) to your Ear. N 
You will forgive the Impatience of a Man, 
Who labours to be right by your Example. * firm / 
Crom. Good Fairfax, ſpare me; I am ill at Words, 
And utter badly where I mean Reſpect; 
Uncouth my Anſwers are to 'Truth and Plainneſs, 
But to a Compliment I ne'er cou'd ſpeak : 
Yet cou'd you look into my ſecret Mind, 
There my Soul ſpeaks to Fairfax, as to one. 
Book'd in the faireſt Page of my Eſteem, 
And written on my Heart. Hut to your Doubts. 
— Tom may remember, Sir, when firſt my 
word, | 
My Fortune, Life, and ftill yet more----my Honour, 
Were all engag'd te fight the Cauſe of Juſtice ; 
You thought with me, the Wrongs to be redreſs'd 
Were the Attempts upon the Subjects Right, | 
B 2 
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The unregarded Laws, and bold Deſi 

To ſtretch Prerogative to boundleſs Rule. 

Deſign full fair and noble; And th' Event, 

Has crown'd our utmoſt Wiſhes : England owns 
No arbitrary Sway; The King's Adherents 

Are all diſpers'd, or the Remains ſo few, 

They are not worth a Fear; the King himſelf 
In cloſe Confinement.----Now let R judge, 
And blend Diſcretion with Succeſs. | 
Let us bejuſt----but let us ſtop at Juſtice, 

Nor by too haſty Zeal o'erſhoot the Mark. 

The Reman Spirits, ſavage as they were, 

When, they determin'd to aboliſh Kings, 

Shed not the Blood of Targuin, but expell'd him: 
And ſhall we, Owners of the Chriſtian Law, 
Where Mercy ſhines the foremoſt Attribute, 
Be harder to appeaſe ? if not more mild, 

Let us not be more cruel than Barbarians : 
Charles graſp'd, we own, at Arbitrary Sway, 
And wou'd have been a Tyrant-for which Crime 
The Kingdoms he was born to, we have ſeir d: 
But let us not deſpoil him of his Life. 

Crowns as the Gift of Men, Men may reſume, 
But Life, the Gift of Heaven, let Heaven diſpoſe of. 


Crom. Well have you weigh'd each growing Crs | 


cumſtance, 


And held Difcretion in the niceſt Scale: 
Our Fears remoy*d, the Subjects Right reſtor'd; 


What have we more to do, than to fit down, 


And each enjoy the Vineyard of his Toll ? - 


"Tis true: But yet ſome Clamours are abroad; 
Petitions daily crowd the Parliament, 

That loudly call for Juftice on'the King : 
Imputing to his Charge the Guilt of Murders, 
The Deflation that had bared the Land, 
And ſwept the Crops of Plenty from our Fields. 


Fairf. What, ſhall the Rabble judge? thoſe ſervile 


__ Cars, 
Who as they eat m Plenty, ſnarl Sedition. 


Are theſe to be regarded? 
OY Crom. 
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Crom. You miſtake me:. 
"Tis not their Outcries only ; but PTY 
Thoſe who ſee farther, and with better 
Fear while he lives, his Friends will never die, 
But by ſome Foreign Force or Home Deſign | 
May ſometime ſhake the Safety of the State: L wot? 
Beſides they ſpeak of an d 1 | 
Remove the Cauſe and the Effect will ceaſe. 
O worthy Fairfax / thou art wiſe and valiant : 
I have ſeen thee watch Occaſion till Advantage 
Came ſmiling to thy Arms: and crown'd thy er | 
And then in Fight, I have beheld thy Sword 
Out-fly the Pace of peſtilential Ar ä 
And kill in Multitude. — g 41/1 
Fairf. Good Sir, forbear. | | | 
Crom. Bluſh not to hear a.Truth, when . 
ſpeaks it: 
My uncouth Manner, ill at varniſh | 
Beggars my Will, and dreſſes Praiſe — 
Methinks I ſee thee in the Rage of Battle, 
When Naſ/ebys Field confeſt thy Victor Afi, | 
And thy Deciſion was the Fate of | 
Methinks I view-thee midft the buſtling Ranks, 
Where Danger was the neareſt—{for' you brought i it Fa 
Unhelm'd encounter Armies, and deſpiſe 
The Safety that the Meaneſt Soldier wore; 
And when a private Man with bold Aſſertion 
Challeng'd. a Conqueſt which your Arm had gain'd, | 
And was reprov'd; methinks I hear you fay, © - - 
I have enough of Glory, let him own it. 
Fairf. Whither does all this tend ? Tp pray forbear-— 
I never fought in hopes to have it told: 
The Man whoſe Actions ſpeak, expects no Amer 
Crom. I do but barely tell thee what thou art, 5 
And what the World may yet expect of Fairfax. 
The Diamond's, Merit; in the Quarry hid, 
Being unknown, unſcen, attracts no Eyes, 
Bur d digg'd up by the Lab'rer's Curioſity, 
And poliſh'd by the Hand of Gratitude, 
It ſhines the Ornament of Human Life. 


Think 
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Think therefore what you are, and what this Juncture. 
the faireſt Lock of Fortune is diſplay d, 

And ſhould be ſeiz d on by the 9 | 
Fairf. You talk in Clouds above my Purpoſe quite; 

Which was but to enforce the Cauſe of Mercy, 
And ſhew how much is gain'd by ſopping here; 
To tell you what my Conſcience makes Opinion, 
And ſtrengthen that Opinion by your Voice. 
Crom. "Tis true indeed---I bad forgot my ſelf; 
But whither was I 8 in _ Zeal ? 


E'en I can deſcant on a g Theme:: 
Can you forgive me ? = idee 
Exalted Virtue can with Eaſe forgive 


A Calumny, but not a Praiſe- No more, 
Heav'n witneſs for me, with what true Accord 
My Thoughts meet yours ! How willing I would ſtop 
The Arm of Violence and make the Law, 
Stern as ſhe is, aſſume a Face of Smiles. 
The Death of Charles is far from my Deſign-- 
And yet the general Outery is for Juſtice ; 
He has been much to blame, you know he has; 
And (but I ſoften thoſe — Thoughts) 
Were I to ſpeak the Dictates of my Heart, 
J cou d not find a Puniſhment too great 
To fall upon the Man who ſhou'd,. like Charles, 
Forget all Right, and waſte with laviſh Hand 
The rich Revenue of his Peoples Love. 
Fairf: Dearly he ſuffers for miſguided Steps, 
And knows that Miſery he meant to give ; 
He feels the Bondage he deſign'd for us, 
And by. the want of Freedom counts its Value. 
Crom. I pitty him; and wou'd the Commons think 
with me. 
He were as ſafe as Cromwell, and brave. Fairfax, 
We will endeavour it and may that Power, | 
Whoſe Arm has fought the Battle of our Cauſe, 
Incline em all to think like you, or me; [Afiat. © 
I will about it. Yet remember, Fairfax, * 
The Poſture of theſe Times: Conſider too 
How great your ExpeQations ought to be: 3 
ouꝰ .. 
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ou'd Fairfax liſten to the Voice of Cromwell, 
He | ſhou'd have nearer Hopes than CHarles's Life : 
Somewhat as great as your Deſert ſhou'd crown you, 
And make you Partner of the higheſt Honours. 
Exit. 
Fairf. The higheſt Honours ! What can Creme | 
mean ? | 
Acquit me, Heav'n ! I fought not but for Jultics, 
Rage fir'd me not, nor did Ambition blind; 
No Party led me, and no Intereſt bound: 
My Tie was Conſcienee, and my Cauſe was Freedom. 
When Fairfax liſtens to another Call, 
May his next Stroke in Battle be his laſt 


Euter Ireton. 


Iret. Fairfax, I come commuſſion'd by the Army | 
To know your Pleaſure, if you think it meet 
That they ſhou'd march and quarter nearer London: 
The publick Safety makes it requiſite: 
But they attend your Orders ere they move. FRE 
Fairf. The yOu Safety ! Say what new Alarm, 
What Danger ſo awakes Security, 
That in her Fright, ſhe thus lays hold of Caution? 
Tret. The Safety of the Commons, of your ſelf, 
Of the high Court of Juſtice ; who to-morrow 
Againſt a Tyrant prove the People's Pow'r, 
And brings offending Majeſty to Juſtice : 
This may excite. his yet remaining Friends, 
Arm'd with Deſpair, to ſome Attempt of Danger. 
Who can be too ſecure ? The Marr whoſe Pillow 
Prevention guards, may fleep in Eaſe and Safety. 
Fairf, To bring offending Majeſty to Juſtice ? 
Iret. To the Scaffold. 
Fairf. Ha!” 
ret. Why do you ſtart ? | 
Fair, Your Zeal too much tranſports you. 
Teton, farewell, and let me gain Belief, 
When I affirmthis Moral to thy Ear: 


con- 
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Conſcience than Empire more Content can bring, 
And to be juſt; is to be more than King, [Exit. 


Enter Cromwell. _ 


Crom. It is enough, RE 
And yet I cou'd well kar he was ours 
But ts no matter----You began to warm, | 
And the good Cauſe fat burning on your Cheek: 
Thou haſt a well-turn'd Tongue: But liſt thee, Jretor, 
Hear. my Deſign (for ſtill my Heart is thine) 

The Commons moſt are ours: The Weeder's Care 
Has, from the Garden of our Enterprize, 


| Thrown out the Rubbiſh that diſgrace the Soil : 


And now our Growth looks timely. This you ſaw, 

When by my means a hundred doubted Members 

Were by the Army ſeized upon their Entrance, 

And "A expell'd "the Houſe. I | 

Roots. itſelf faſt ; while . Force 

Withers unſeen. Wou'd Fairfax had been ours! 
Iret. 1 cannot ſee that his Adherence to us 

Cou'd proſper much our Cauſe, or his Defection 

Make us decline one Moment from our Purpoſe. | 
Crom. You miſtake, Ireton, Fairfax ſtands the firſt 

In Intereſt with the very Men I hate : 1 

Therefore his joint Endeavour wou'd be found ' 

The eaſieſt Means to bring my Point to bear; 

Beſides he ſtands the faireſt in the Love 

Of our whole Party. Were welink'd together, 

The Army too were ours; and their keen Swords 

Are powerful Arguments. We ſhall thrive ++ ob 

J have it---He ſhall hence, and on an Expedition 

Not the moſt juſt ; I know his ſqueamiſh Honour, | 

If it ſurmiſe an Action the leaſt tainted, | 

Will throw up this Employent : Then tis mine 

And while I have Dame Fortune, ſhe ſhall pleaſe me. 
Iret. But the main Turn of all your Enterprize +. 

Hangs on to Morrow, on the Death of Charles: 

"Tis from his Scaffold ly you muſt mount 

To what your Wilhs 


Crom. 
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Crom. Fear not that. | 
** T have to do with Men, upon whoſe Tempers 
I know to work----Thoſe who love Piety, 
I with the Vehemence of Prayer encounter, 
And thro' the Spirit practiſe on their Paſſions. 
Thoſe who are crafty, I fubdue with Fraud, 
And wile em to my Purpoſe. To the Bloody 
I promiſe Slaughters, Deaths and Executions : 
Gold gains the Covetous ; and Praiſe the Proud. 
There is another ſort-----but they are eaſy, 
Your honeſt Men, who never wear Diſtruſt: 
For Honeſty's the Jaundice of the Mind, 
That makes us think our Neighbours like our ſelves ; 
Let us together. Treton, here it lies; 
When Fools believe, wiſe Men are ſure to riſe. 
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Enter Fairfax. 


Glory ! how deceitful is thy View ! 

Such are thy Charms, that o'er th uncertain Way 
Of Vice or Faction, thou, to hide the Danger, + 
Doſt to the outward Eye ſhew fair Appearance : 
Which when the Follower, ſteps on, down he ſinks, 
And then too late looks backward to the Path 

Of long neglected Virtue. | 


Enter Lady Fairfax. | 
(ſion; 


Lady Fairf. My deareſt Fairfax, call not this Intru- 
Long has Obedience combated with Love, 
Ere I wou' d preſs upon your Privacy: 

If Love has conquer d, Love may be forgiven. 
The Faults of Tenderneſs (if Faults they are) 


E'en 
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F'en in offending wear the Seal of Pardon. 

Why are you thus alone ? and why thus chang'd ? 
Fairf. My gentle Lady, Thoughts of deep Concern, . 

That to the laſt Receſſes of my Soul 

Travel, with Pain and Penitence their Guides, 

At length have found the Company they like , 

Buſy Reflection, moping Melancholy, 

And Silence the ſure Guard that keeps the Door. 
Lady Fairf. I cannot blame your Griefs ; but come to 

ſhare 'em. 

Indeed the Cauſe is juſt : But, good my Lord, 

Let not Deſpair take hold of that brave Heart, 

And boaſt a Conqueſt which your Foes ne'er cou'd. 

If (as I long have thought) the King be wrong'd, 

Seek to redreſs, and not lament his Fortunes. 

I am a Woman, not deſign'd for War, 

Yet cou'd this Hand (weak as you think its Graſp). 

Nerv'd by my Heart's Companion, Reſolution. 

Diſplay the Royal Banner in the Field, 

And ſhame the Strength of Manhood in this Cauſe. 

Forgive this Warmth : I ne' er *till now, my Lord, 

Gave you unmask'd my Thoughts, but I perceive 

Your Heart is wounded, and I came to heal it: 

To offer you the Balm of wholſom Counſel, 

And temper my perſuaſion with my Love. (Woman: 
Fairf. Thou haſt been more than I cou'd hope in 

Thy Beauty, thy leaſt Excellence. Thou appear'ſt 

Like a fair Tree, the Glory of the Plain, 


The Root thy Honour, and the Trunk thy Friendſhip, | 


(That ſtands the rudeſt Blaſt of cold Adverfity) 
From whence branch out a thouſand different Boughs ; 
Candor, Humility, and Angel Truth ; | 
And every Leaf a Virtue. True, my Love, 
While I conceiv'd our Liberties m Danger, 
I fought in their Defence; but cannot bear 
This bold Deſign upon the Life of Charles. 
We took up Arms to keep the Law entire, 
Not to defend its open Violation. | 
Lady Fairf. I know thy honeſt Heart, it hates a 
Wrong : | 
"Taws 


- 
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"Twas Principle, not Party, urg'd thee on | : 
To fight their Cauſe : But Cromwe!/'s ſpecious Wiles | 
Pervert the Juſtice of thy fair Deſigns, 
And make thy Virtue Pander to his Will. | 
Fairf. Cromwellhas Art---but ſtill I think him honeſt; 
Yet in our laſt Diſcourſe his Speech, methought, 
Appear'd disjointed ; and he wav'd the Theme 
I ſpoke about----the ſafety of the King 
At parting too, his Words betray'd a Purpoſe 
Beyond the Limits of a Commonwealth; 
And talk'd of higheſt Honours : But I hope 
That my Suſpicions wrong him. 
Lady Fgirf. No, my Lord; 
Rather increaſe em; keep em till alive 
To arm againſt his black Deſigns : Diſcretion, 
At the Surmiſe of Danger, wakes inceſſant; 
Nor drops the Eye-lid *till ſhe ſleeps in Safety. 


Enter Servant, 


Serv. The Duke of Richmond and a Reverend Biſh 
Deſire to ſee you. 
— Wait upon them hither: : 
I gueſs at their Deſires, and wou'd to Heav'n 
My Pow'r cou'd grant em what my Wiſh confirms!! - 
Lady Fairf. And wherfore not, my Lord? The Ar- 
my's Js . 
Who can diſpute your Will ? Command them hither; 
And be their Threats the Safety of the King. 
Fairf. Betray my Truſt! Thou canſt not mean ſuch 
eneſs. 
Shou'd I (which I doubt, for CromwelPs Faction 
Equals my Pow'r, and more among the Soldiers) 
Make em revolt, what wou'd my Conſcience ſay ? 
Twou'd be a: Mountain Crime, a Molehill Good. 
The Whiteneſs of my fair Deſign to Charles, 
Spread o'er the Viſage of the Means that gave itz; 
Like thinneſt Lawn upon an Ætbiop Face, 
Wou'd cover, not conceal the Blackneſs. No, my Love, 
Virtue and Baſeneſs never meet together, 


Enten 
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Enter Biſhop Juxon and Duke of Richmond. 


Fux. A mournful Errand, good my Lord of Fairfax, 
Makes us thus rude. My gentle Lady, ſtay ; 
Your Voice will help the Mufick of our Plaint, 

And ſwell the Notes to moving Melody : 
TI-fated Charles, deſerted as he is, 
1 Lives in your fair Report (or Fame has err'd) 
if Joyn in our Conſort, as you are next his Heart, 
You know to touch the String that ſounds to Pity. 
Fairf. My Lords, I gueſs your Purpoſe, and aſſure 
ou, 
Tf my Perſuaſion or my Wiſh avail, . : 
Charles feels no Stroke, till Nature gives the Blow. 
Long may the Fruit of Health adorn the Tree, 
And ripen with his Years in warmer Times ! 
Richm. "Tis truly ſpoke, my Lord, and worthy 
Fairfax; 
Whom I have ſtill conſider'd in this Light; 3 
As nobly juſt, and but at worſt miſled. 
Fux. How wou'd this Man adorn the Royal Cauſe, 
Who makes Rebellion wear the Face of Virtue? 
[ {fide to Richm. 
How I am pleas'd to find you feel this Woe, 
| And ftrive for its Prevention Let theſe ſpeak —— 
Theſe Eyes muſt elſe have known the diſmal Office We 
To ſee Go Widow's and the Orphan's Sorrows : 
Complaint had been my Language, Care my Bed, 
And Contemplation my uneaſy Pillow. . ' 
Now by your Hopes of Mercy plead this Cauſe ; 
Know it a Labour that will pay it ſelf, 
E'en in this World ----- and when you mount above, 
| You will behold it of ſo vaſt a Value, 
[ It will out-weigh th' Offences of your Life. 
| Fahrf. Without this Interceſſion, good my Lord, 
1 J had done all within my feeble Pow”r ; 
1 Vet think what Outcries din the Parliament, 
How many Zealots call aloud for Juſtice! 


Then 
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Then think what you may „ and what not fear. 
La. Fairf, No matter, Fairfax ; tis a virtuous | 
Cauſe, - 1 
And Heay'n will bleſs the Purpoſe with Succeſs. 
Jux. There Mercy ſpoke, and in her ſofteſt _ 
And Heaven, 1 doubt not, ſigns the Prophefy. 


Enter Cromwell. Rs 2 


Crom. Indeed ! Does Fairfax keep ſuch of 
Shame on his pitying Heart ! His Soul's unmann'd, 
His Reſolution Gvindled to a Girl's: 

Now, in the Name of Fight, is this the Man 5 
Whom Armies fled from, and whom Conqueſt loy'd ? 
Behold him now crept to a private Corner, 
Counting out Tears with Prieſts and Women. - 


2 
Fairy. See 
Where Cromwell comes, I will once more aſſail him, 
And be your ſelves the Witneſs of his Anſwer. | 
Good Cromwell, R And let my Petition, 
Join'd with theſe Lords, 2 our Pity; 
Let Charles have Lifz ? Is that ſo fo Boon ? 
In lieu of three fair ms, give him Life. 
Crom. Why this Ad to me? Am I the Parli- 
ament ? 
"Tis they who juſty call him to account, 
And form this high Tribunal. 
Jux. Juſtly, Cromnvell. | 
Crom. Ay, good Biſhop, juſtly ! cp 
I cry you Mercy ] By the good (Þ old Cauſe! | 
It is but Gratitude in you to 
Epiſcopacy was the Rock he Für o on; 
And he has ventur'd fairly "64. your Lawn: 
How learnedly did he uphold your Cauſe, 


When Hender ew inveigh'd againſt your Miters, 


Did he not write full nobly Say ſt thou, Biſho 

* His Conſcience prompted him to w 
ieee 
C —_ 


Crom. 
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Crom. His Conſcience ! you ſay true-----his Conſci- 


* regu I hh | 
He wou'd have Stretch'd to Arbitrary Sway, 
And ſwallow'd down our Liberties and "a 
His Conſcience wou'd have ſoon digeſted them. 
Fairf. Let us not into Inſult turn our Pow'r ; 
Good-fortune 1s not wedded to our Arms : 
Conqueſt, like a young Maiden with her Lover, 
If roughly treated, turns her Smiles to Frowns, 
And hates where once ſhe lov'd. 8 
Crom. I ſtand correted. 
To me then you apply in Cbarles's Favour, 
And wait my Anſwer, which is briefly thus: 
I am but one, and (as the weaker muſt) 
Flow in the Current of Majority : 
My fingle Voice be it againſt, or for, 
Avails him little: If the reſt incline 
To think of Mercy and of Charles together, 
"Tis fairly done, and &en to Cromwel/s Wiſh: 
This is the Sum of all I can deliver 
Fairfax, I have matter for your private Ear. 
Fux. We humbly take our Leaves 
Fairf. My Lords, Farewel ! | 
. Exe. Jux. Rich. and Lady Fairfax. 
Crom. How can you waſte your time on Traſh like 
this? | | 5 
Were Fairfax's Honour to be douhted, this might 
make | | 
The Child Suſpicion grow to Certainty ; | 
But we are confident in you. Your Actions fpeak : 
Yet, Fairfax, do not let thy noble Eye 
Catch the Contagion of weak-judging Pity, 
And ſympathize with . To my Purpoſe 
The _—_— at wr Head your Wiſdom fits, 
Weighing ſome Depoſitions gainſt the King, 
Word = your Judgment's Sanftion © They re- 


— 
8 there; I bear their Will with Plea- 
Fauy. 


— 
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Fairf. It is not needed, Sir. 
As to the Purpoſe of their Meeting, fay, 
If they incline to Mercy, let their Charge 
Be weaker than it is; but if to Rigour, 
They have, I fear, too much of that already : 
Let *em (if friendly Fairfax may adviſe)  * 
Judge with that Candour they expect of Heaven. 
Crom. You will not go then? | 
Fairf. Say I cannot go. 
My Reaſon pleads againſt ſo bad a Deed, 
And Inclination holds me'; nay, yet more, 
A ſecret Impulſe ſtrikes upon my Soul, 
Which, tho' I had the Will, wou'd yet detain me. 
Crom. Folly and Superſtition ! Drive em hence; 
And in exchange, wear Honours'and Renown : 
Of this I've ſaid And, noble Fairfax, believe 
me, e 
That when the Wind of Promiſe and of Hope 
Stretches the Canvas out of Reſolution, 3 a 
The Bark, Defign, flies ſwift before the Gale, 
And quickly anchors in Good-ſortune's Bay 3 
Then we unlade our Freight of Doubts ad n 
And barter em for Happineſs and Glory. [Zæit. 
Fairf. He who embarks himſelf in CromwelPs Ship, 
Out-ſails fair Truth and ev'ry honeſt Purpoſe. 4 
Tis now too plain----How cou'd I dabbt ſo long? 
My Honeſty has made me Cromæwell's Tool: 
His Arts have turn'd my Virtue to a Sword, 
And now tis bared againſt me. * 
But ſay, ſhall Fairfax, who in open Field 
An Army cou'd not conquer, fall a Prey, 
To the ambitious Proſpects of one Man? 
No, Fairfax, rouſe up thy Reſentment's Force, 
And reſcue thy Renown from Infamy. [ Exit. 
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SCENE, A Chamber. 
King CHARLES Aſcover d Reading. 


King. What art thou, Life, ſo dearly lov'd by all? — 
What are thy Charms, that thus the Great deſire thee ? 
And to retain thee part with Pomp and Titles ? 

To buy thy Preſence, the Gold- watching Miſer 

Will pour his Bags of mouldy Treaſure out, 

And grow at once a Prodigal. The Wretch 

Clad with Diſeaſe and-Poverty's thin Coat, 

Yet holds thee faſt, tho“ painful Company. 

O Life ! thou univerſal Wiſh, ; what art thou ?---- 
Thou'rt but a Day----a few uneaſy Hours: 

Thy Morn is greeted by the Flocks and Herds, 

And every Bird that flatters with its Note, 

Salutes thy riſing Sun; Thy Noon approaching, 

Then haſte the Flies and every creeping Inſect 

To baſk in thy Meridian; that declinin 

As quickly they depart, and leave thy Evening 

To mourn the abſent Ray: Night at Hand, 

Then croaks the Raven Conſcience, Time miſpent ; 
The Owl Deſpair ſcreams hideous, and the Bat 
Confuſion flutters up and down----- | 
Life's but a lengthen'd Day not worth the waking for. 


Enter the Queen. 


My deareſt Queen ! 
T have been ſumming up th' Amount of Life, 
But found no Value in it, *till you ons: 
geen. Do not perplex your with Thoughts 
n ght 
Ill Fortune at the worſt, returns to better, 
At leaſt we think fo, as it grows familiar. 
ng. No, I was only arming for the worſt. 
T have try'd the Temper of my inmoſt Soul, 
And find it ready now for all Encounters : 
Death cannot ſhake it. 


Deen, 


r. 
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Queen. Do not talk of Death: 
The Apprehenſion ſhakes my tender Heart; 
Ages of Love, I hope, are yet to come, 
Ere that black Hour arrives: Such chilling Thoughts © 
—_ Amy the Lodging of that noble Breaſt. 
What Rave I dot to fear ? Thus cloſe con- 
fd ; 
To-morrow forc d to Tryal. Will thoſe Men, 
Who inſolently drag me to the Bar, 
Stop in the middle of their P ſe ? No. 
I muſt prepare for all Extremities : 
And (be that Pow'r ador'd, that lends me Comfort 
I feel I am Oh, do not weep, my Queen; 
Rather rejoice with me, to find my Thoughts © _ 
Out- ſtretch the painful Verge of human Life, 


And have no Wiſh on ---but thee ! tis there 
apt Boon potion, = mg | 
Had wander'd o'er the Rooms of ey? Thought, 


To ſhut Misfortune out, but left this 
Unclos'd, thro? which OE TIS 
Has enter'd in thy Shape to ſeize my Heart, on 

Queen. Be more your ſelf, my Lord; let e 
Take root within thy Heart, nor meanly be bend 
—_ ill Fortune's Blaſt. 

g. O doubt me not! 

"Tis 9 on the Side where u are lac d, 
That I can know a' Fear. For Charter 5 lf. 
Let fierce Encounter with the Sword of DUE” 
Bring him to bloodieſt Proof; and if he ſfrmEks 
Dip iſe kim. Here, I glory in my Weakeneſs. 
He is no Man whom Terderneſs nt melts, — 10 7; 
And Love ſo ſoft as thine. Let us go in. 
And if kind Heay'n defrgns me longe . RY 
On this frail Earth, I fall be only p 70 | 
Becauſe I have thy Preſence here to crown me.” 
But if it deftines Fee F 
(Hard as it is, my Queen,” to part with thee) -* 
I ſay, fargwel, and to the Bloy reſi N 
That ſtrikes me here. to make me more divine. . 


1 
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ACT m. SCENE I. 
Enter Cromwell and Bradſhaw. 


 Cromavell. 


T fhall be better, Bradbaw : Do not think 
Deſert, tho lowly Pr. I our Eye 

To me it is as precious in the V | | 
As gli on the Mountain's TAY — 
I praiſe myſelf that I have 
"Tis not my Favour, Brad{aw, but thy Worth 
Brings thee to Light; thou doſt not owe me aught. 
Now, Bradſhaw, art thou our high Preſident. 
Thou haſt a Heart well e 
Thou look'ſt on Monarchy in a true Light: 
And where the Cauſe i jul wilt = Pity. 
Pity ! 
The Fool's Forgiveneſs and the Mother's Tears 
The Indiſcretion of th' unpraftis'd Maid, 
Who thro* that Organ hears her Lover's Plaint, 
And ſtan to her Ruin. | 


Brod, Mi Sir; 
Think not of radhaw thus. My Soul's firm; 
The melting Eye and the Heart 


Ne'er wrong'd my R.ſolution. to Kings, 

To M y, and to ſuperior State, 

That I diſclaim'd ; *till your exalted Merit 

Alter'd my Purpoſe i in my own Deſpite, _ 

And when I meant to level, rais'd you high. | 
Crom. Spoke in a hearty Zeal for our good Cauſe. 

That I have the ſame Thoughts of thee, let this, | 

Thy preſent weighty Office, ſpeak, which ſhou'd, 

If CromwelPs Nature bent to Partiality, 

Have fallen upon my Kinſman Jreton ; One 


Of 
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Of R and hearty in the Service : 
But por s Heart points only to Deſert, 
The North of all his Purpoſe. Thou art ours: 
And tho' thy Modeſty at firſt declin d 
To fit our Head, and lead our Counſels right, 
Yet I determin'd not to loſe thy Worth, 
If Importunity cou'd win it. 

Braad/. True, Sir; | 
TI own I thought my ſelf unequal to it; 


I will make out in Rigour on the King, 
In Juſtice to the People and to Heaven. 


Cauſe ; | 
The Spirit of Defign and Warmth of 
Glow in thy Purpoſe. I adore that Man, 
Who, once reſolv'd, out-flies een ition. 
Thou art the Glory of our Brotherhood 
And ſpare not to reproach, to taunt and blacken, 
T'inſult their Party: Nay, the King himſelf: 
Mindful that all his Dignity is loſt, 


But do not thou regard it. The Time preſſes; 
And thou haſt ivd tos long to ſquander that. 


more 
Crom. Go too, Bradfbaw. 


And yet he too is wiſe, and might cajole 

A Weaker than himſelf, and does. 

He is my proper Inſtrument. T 

To operate on thoſe below my Notice. 
Thus by Compariſon are all Things known; 
And by ſuch under Steps as him, and lower, 
Do the Ambitious mount to Fame and Honour. 
Beſides, I chooſe me thoſe whom Zeal i 


Who failing to convince you, will compel ; 


Nor am I yet convinc'd : Yet what I want in Merit, 


Crom. Bradhaw, Thou art the very Sinew of our 


And he, for monſtrous Crime brought fourth to Juſtice. 


Seek an Occaſion too, to walk with Fairfax, ®:; 2 
And urg om CC OG LY 
Of the King's Death Perhaps he may prove Angry 


Brad/. Good Sir, farewel ! my Love wands offer 
But my Haſte wrongs it. Eis. 
Such are the Tools with which the Wiſe muſt work : 


Such 


—— — 
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And out- fight Frenzy and 


Such, Prom opted by Enthufiaſm's Force, 
And in Predeſtmation's Armour cas'd, 
Will to the Mouth of and Nr. their Breaſts, 
Butlo! 

Where ret on comes | 
. Enter Treton. 5 
My truſty Friend, 
What Look wears our Deſign ? 

Tret. Such as a Bride, | 
The Morning after Bliſs, ſhe ſmiles upon us, 
And laugh'd at what ſhe fear d. Petitions call 
For Juſtice on the-King---Our Faction thrives ; 
Murmur increaſes to a publick Out-cry. 
All are gainſt Charles, ſave a few pitying Hearts, 
Who melt with Fairfax and incline to mercy. 

Crom. "Tis well; Send Poſt unto the Army, Treton, 
— thoſe Sums of Money I have ended. 

ſecretly diſpers d among the Soldiers; 
It will remind them of their Promiſe: 
Gold is Specifick for the Memory. 
O Gold ! wer't not for thee, what great Deſign, 
What bold Ambition, that out- ſtretches Juſtice, 
Con d have Succeſs? Thou buy ſt our very Prayers: 
Thou art the Heart of Oppoſition, | 
And the Tooth of Faction. Wer't not for thy Aid, 
Succeſs wou'd vary like the uncertain, Wind, 
And Honeſty might proſper ! Hie thee, Treton 3 
I muſt to the King; I have ſome Bills to offer him, 
Which for the Life of Charles, C 1 would not 


And his Refuſal turns to our Advantage.” - (fign ; 
Thou ſhalt know more hereafter----Now diſpltch. 
tret. Good Sir, I ff. 2 LEH. 


Crom. Ha! who have we yonder! 
O! 'Tis the Wife of Fairfax : Once as 1 
As zealous for the Cauſe, as Cromæwell's ſelf, 
And wrought her Lord to think ſo. Now, O Woman i 
Such is thy varying Nature, that the Waves 
Are not more Ructhtin than thy Opinions. 
Nor ſooner are diſplac T To her is W- ing 
The . =. ro her — Lord. 48 
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Oh ! 'Tis certain Danger to have ſuch a Woman, 

Who, when Man leaves himſelf to toy with her, 
Knows how to win, and practiſe on his Weakneſs, | 
But let me think---All Women may be won. 

The Dame of Epheſus, the Anne of Richard, | 
Shew us a Woman's Grief and Reſolution. [| 
Why may not ſhe be wrought up to my Purpoſe, | 
I can approach in what they like, in Flattery ? [! 


Enter Lady Fairfax. 


Lady Fairf. Stay, worthy Cromwell, and attend my 
Prayer, | 
Hear me, and may thy Anſwer be propitious, J 
As this kind Hour that favours my Addreſs. 
O may my falling Tears that plead for Mercy, | 
Drop on thy Heart, and melt it to Compliance, 
Nor diſregard the Suit becauſe a Woman's. 
Cromwell is noble; and the noble Soul | | 
Grants the moſt free Indulgence to the Weak, . 
Becauſe its generous Nature pleads their Cauſe. ' 
Crom. Such is a Woman's Weakneſs, that the 
thinks | 
T'impoſe on us by what allures her ſelf : 
But I muſt turn this Project upon her, 
And fairly put it to an equal Proof, | 
Who beſt diſſembles, Cromwell ------or a ler 4 
i Afide. 


Lady, I muſt eſteem a Compliment, 
When from a Tongue, that ſeldom errs that way. 

From what I know, and what I oft have heard, | 
You can dreis Praiſe like Truth: That Praiſe I mean, 
Which from our liking to the Theme we ſpeak of, 
Swells to Extravagance, (tho? ſtill our Thoughts) 

Such Warmth is Virtue's Fault; and ſuch, 1 hope, 
May be your kind Excuſe for praiſing me. 


Lady Fairf. Talk not of Praiſe, good Sir, your Me- 
rit ſhames it, 


cron. Well tum d again. | [Hide 
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O Lady, were I but to ſpeak my Thoughts 
Of you, and your brave Lord, you wou'd conclude 
Twere Praiſe indeed----for Virtue looks within 
For her Faults only, not for her Perfections. : 
Hear ſome of thoſe : You once eſpoys'd our Cauſe, 
E'en with Perſuaſion's Warmth ; and well you ſu'd. 
We have not, : ſure, o'erlook*d Deſert ſo far | 
To merit Oppoſition ? 

The State is buſy----but the Time will come 
When her beſt Office ſhall be pleaſing you. 
Lady Fairf. You mock me, Sir ; 1 2 not wiſh that 
Time, | 
Vain as you think my Sex. I came to ſay 
Crom. E'en to that purpoſe, to the Life of Charles. 
It cannot be, the People cry for Juſtice :. 
Wou'd I cou'd ſtop its Courſe! But, gentle Lady |! 
Think 4t more wile to fly a falling Pile, 
Than ftrive to prop its Ruin. Charles muſt die. 
Lady Fairf. O gracious Cromwell ! ----- 
Crom. Nay, but hear me on. _ 
Why will you thus employ your Eloquence, 
Which our whole Council wou'd with liking hear, 
To help Impoſſibilities } Good Lady, . 
Rather employ it (and you know the way) 
To teach your Lord to value riſing Fortune. 
And make his Fame ----- 
Lady Fairf. As black as yours will be. 

. on thy dark Deſigns, and the whole a, 
If only ſuch a Deed can make it proſper. | 
Be the Heart bloodleſs that conceives the AR, 

The Tongue accurſt that dares avow the Purpoſe, 

And the Hand blaſted that obeys the Order ! 

May his Life here be all the Hell we think of, 

Vet finda greater in the other World.  [Exat. 
Crom. How wayward and perverſe a thing is Woman! 

How much unlike the Softneſs we expect, 
When Rage and Trifles vex em: In the Heat 
And the full Vigour of their firſt Enjoyment, 

Diſtruſt ſucceeds their Love ; and he who pleaſes, 

Is hunted by their Jealouſy to Hate. g 
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Fairfax and Bradſhaw earneſt in Diſpute 
I will not interrupt them, but to Charles. [Exit. 


Enter Fairfax and Bradſhaw. 


Brad. Why all this Heat, my Lord ; began 1 Gd 


That Charles deſerves to die? Why, I repeat it; 
And wou'd you maſter this n Rage, 


] might to Reaſon prove it, but not 4 renzy. 


Fairf. Well, I am calm---Speak out your bloody Pur- 
ſe. | 

What! Hell deviſes and what Bradbaw thinks. 

Brad. Caſt your Eyes backward then and let us view 
E'en the beginning of this Charles's Reign; 
In the firſt Year a raging Plague deſtroy'd. us, 
And was prophetick of our Woes to come: 
Did it not fweep whole Multitudes away 
Faſt as the Sword ? which Charles has fince unſheath? a 
Did he not follow ſtill his Father's Steps, | 
« Retain his Miniſtry, purſue his Aims ? 
« Wou'dhe, tho? pray d and threaten'd by theParliament, 
Give up thoſe Men, whoſe Counſels had miſled him ? 
And is not that Prince weak---- to ſay no more--- - 
Who from a general Outcry guards the Man, 
* Whoſe bold Ambition ſtrikes at Li 
At native Freedom, and the Subjects Right ? 


 Fairf. You but this Moment blam'd my Warmth, ' 
And art thy ſelf tran{ported. 


Brad. Grant - * 
Tis in the Cauſe that a roves, 
And every honeſt En ew e own it: 
But to proceed-—Thoſe Men he ſtill held faſt, 
Or parted with dem, as the Heart drops Blood: | 
© Witneſs the Earl of Srrafford: Tax d the Land 
By grievious Impoſitions; levy'd. War 
Againſt the Commons, and the Kingdom's Peace. 
But I forget me that I ſpeak d Farfax, - 5 
Who has ſo often fought againſt his Arms, 


And taught Succeſs to know the Cauſe of Right. 
Fairy. 
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But aud it conſiſts in Murder. 
I wou'd not have him die. 
Brad. By the good Cauſe, 
It does portend ſome more than common Change, 
When plead for Mercy ! Shame it hence, 
And let you Viſege wear the Glow of Rage 
Let Prynn's undaunted Soul inform thy Brel, 
And drive weak Pity thence. 
Fairf. I'il hear no more. 
Thy ſervile Tongue ma - its hireling Office, 
— — ſe 2 In thy Speech, 
o* Oratory's Flowers 
— to — the . Heart. 
O Eloquence ! thou violated Fair, 
How art thou wood and won to either Bed, 
Of Right or Wrong ! O when Injuſtice folds thee, 
Doſt thou not curſe thy Charms for pleafing him, 
And bluſh at Conqueſt ? But the JunRure calls, 
— will I leave one ene Hh = [E | 
the Safety be confirm", xit, 
Brad. E well. 
I muſt to other Folk, here time is loſt. 
This Man has ſtep'd into the Stream of Miſchief, 
Juſt like the Boy, who tries the Waters cold, 
And ſhrinking pulls his Foot to Land : Men, like me, 
Plunge boldly in, and weather to their Point. 


SCENE changes to the King's Apartment. 
Enter King and Biſhop Juxon, 


Jux. Why does your * ſeem ſo loſt 1 

* Pe good my Lore 
not y my 

King. The Purportef my Dream this Afternoon, 
Has ſet this Viſage on. Il tell thee, Jux 
Finding my Spirits faint, I laid me down, 
And courted Sleep to eaſe me ; to my Wiſh 
It quickly ſeiz'd my Eye-lids, and methought, 
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Fan inted) former Times return'd 
—_ — me, and State; 
My People's Love flew round about my Throne, 
On Acclamation's Wing; twas Glory all, 
And ſuch a Reign as Charles has pray'd for : 
The Bond of Friendſhip, and the Oath of Fruft, . 
Were all before me : Straight the pleaſing Seene, 
Quick as the fearful Eye can wink, was chang d; 
And in its Room, a vaſt and dreary Plain, 
Comfortleſs, wild; without Inhabitants, 
Streteb d out a diſmal that tir'd the Eye; 
] was about to go, When kind Adverſity 
Pull'd me behind, and as I turn'd around, 
Shew'd me where Innocence ſtood weeping by 3 
He whifper'&in my Ear, that ſhe alone 
Of all my boaſting Friends had ſtaid with me. 
The Thought firuck deep, I wak'd, and good my 
Lord, 


I found my weeping Queen within my Arms. 
| Enter Cromwell. 


Crom. If T difturb you, Sir, I afk. your Pardon : 
Neceſſi will ſometimes be importunate, | 
And out- go Compliment. 

King . Your ee ? ö ; 

Crom. Know then, Whatever be thought 

Cromwell, | * * | Ne 

He pays this Viſit to approve his Love; 
His fair Deſign and Honeſty of Heart 
To Charles ------- Solicitons tr, bring you good. 
Behold two Bills, in Tenor much the fame 
With thofe before prefered}; I preſume, 
The Eye in Danger wyrediftiny ſees, 
Freed from Security s thich Film: Theſe ſign'd, 
Rigour may breaY. her Sword, and Concord join us. 

King. Can the low Peaſant mount his Thoughts with 


Kings ? | 
The feryile Jadge of all Men by themſelves. 
But know, miſtaken Man, the noble Mind 
D | | Riſes 


Exit. 
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Riſes above Diſtreſs ; and Terms, perhaps, 
Which in the Day of Power I might accept, 
Muſt be refus'd in this: But theſe can never. + 
There is no Good that equals the Exchange 
Of peaceful Thoughts and an untainted Mind. 
Crom. Where were thoſe Thoughts in Charles's for- 
mer Days? | | 
| When to deſpotick Sway you ſtretch'd your View, 
1 And wou'd have pull'd up Laws ! When to that End 
"t You ſo careſs'd your Fay'rite Buckingham | 
1 The Tool of your Deſigns. What were your Thoughts ? 
When from the fair Impeachment of the Publick, 
You ſhelter'd up that Monſter Miniſter, 
And hid him in the Boſom of your Fondneſs ? 

F * r Cromwell ! Know to whom thou 
Thinl hat a Diſtance Heav'n has ſet between you, 
And be your Words as humble as your State. 

Crom. ves good Biſhop! But I cry you 

M | | 
For this the Clergy will ſtill argue on, 
Deny from Pique, aſſert from Prejudice; 
* Shew us the Leſſon, ſeldom the Example, 
* And preach up Ls which they will ne' er obey: 
thou ot Traſh ww = "4 i Cromwell : 
I ſpeak Protector uckingham, 
—_— mult ar Monarch be, who lets one Man 
« Ingroſs the Office. of Place and Pow'r, 
« Who with the purlk.'\n'd Money of the State 
© Buys Popularity, and vhoſe careleſs Eye 
« Sees our fair Trade deft: 2y'd by Corſair Force, 
And Pirate Violence: Whe' mer chandiſes Truſts, 
And higheſt Poſts -- and hoſe unbounded Pow'r 
Does on his worthleſs Kindred 2viſh Titles. 

King. Were I the Perſon that thy Malice ſpeaks, 

I ſhou'd deſerve this Treatment. Thy baſe Charge 
Strikes at my Honeſty as King and Man, 

And forces me to anſwer. Well I know, 

That for my Actions here, to Heyn ,- 
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{ Low as to thee ) I thus avow my Juſtice ; 
Have I not till maintain'd the Subjects Rights, 
Preſerv'd Religion pure; nay, ſtruggl'd for it, 
E'en to this Hour, the Witnef of ty Inſolence ? 
What wou'd your Faction have? If Monarchy ; 
Muſt I not govern by the Acts of State ? 
I am a Monarch elſe without a Council. 
Wou'd you reduce the State to Anarchy? 
You are a Council then without a Pow'r. 
Crom. Vou feel our Pow'r (48 ſlightly as you term it) 
King. Such as a Robber's, by Surprize and Force: 
Where is your Right from Heav'n 2 
Crom. Power 
The Right of Nature and the free · born Man. 
| King. Leave me. 
þ You ſpeak as if you ſtill were King. 
| King. If not : Whatam I then? 
Crom. Charles Stuart, nothing more. 
King. Well may the ſervile Herd inſult and threaten, 
When they behold the Lion in the Toils. 
Crom.You may complain as much as ſuits yourWill, 
You've ſtill that Comfort left-----So fare you well. 


1 xit. 
Fux. Thus is good Fortune treated by the 
O did ſhe know how much they ſhame her Favours, 
She wou'd confer em only on the Great! 
Be chearful, Sir ; he is not worth a Thought. 

King. O Fuxon! think what Majeſty muſt feel, 
Who an Inſult from a Subject Tongue: 
But let him hence----I am compos'd again, 
And for the worſt prepar d. All gracious Heav'n! 
You gave me Power and you may take it back ; 
You gave me Life, and may joey For the Gift ; 
That as you pleaſe----But ſpare this luckleſs Land, 
And fave it from Misfortune's rugged Hand ! 
My ev'ry Wiſh is for its Joys Increaſe, 
And my laſt Pray'r ſhall be my People's Peace. 


D 2 22" aa 


= —— — 
— —— 


—— * — 


38 Kine CHARLES I. 


Riſes above Diſtreſs; and Terms, perhaps, 
Which in the Day of Power I might accept, 
Muſt be refus'd in this: But theſe can never. 
There is no Good that equals the Exchange | 
Of peaceful Thoughts and an untainted Mind. 
Crom. Where were thoſe Thoughts in Charles's for- 
mer Days? | 


When to deſpotick Sway you ſtretch'd your View, 


And wou'd have pull'd up Laws! When to that End 

You ſo careſs'd your Fay'rite Buckingham | 
The Tool of your Deſigns. What were your Thoughts? 

When from the fair Impeachment of the Publick, 

You ſhelter'd up that Monſter Miniſter, | 

And hid him in the Boſom of your Fondneſs ? - 

F * — 2s Cromwel/ ! Know to whom thou 
Think what a Diſtance Heav'n has ſet between you, 
And be your Words as humble as your State. 

Crom. N good Biſhop! But I cry you 

M | | 
For this the Deen will ſtill argue on, 
© Deny from Pique, aſſert from Prejudice 
* Shew us the Leſſon, ſeldom the Example, 
And preach up Ls which they will ne'er obey: 
Dr 
je ſpeak Pro r uckingham, 
by = mult ar Monarch be, who lets one Man 
* Ingroſs the Office. of Place and Pow'r, 
Who with the purlo nd Money of the State 
« Buys Popularity, and vhoſe careleſs Eye 
« Sees our fair Trade deſti I'd by Cor ſair F Orce, 
« And Pirate Violence: Whe' merchandiſes Truſts, 
And higheſt Poſts ------ and yhoſe unbounded Pow'r 
Does on his worthleſs Kindred £viſh Titles. 

King. Were I the Perſon that thy) Malice ſpeaks, 

I ſhou'd deſerve this Treatment. Thy baſe Charge 


Strikes at my Honeſty as King and Man, 
And forces me to anſwer. Well I know, 
That for my Actions here, R 

has, | 


(Lo! 
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(Low as to thee ) J thus avow m . — 4 
Have I not ſtill maintain'd the bes - Rights, 
Preſery'd Religion 3 na d for it, 

Fen to this Haus Fe Witnels of ow Inſolence ? 
What wou'd your Faction have? If Monarchy ; 

Muſt I not govern by the Acts of State? 

I am a Monarch elſe without a Council. 

Wou'd you reduce the State to Anarchy ? 

You are a Council then without a Pow'r. 

Crom. You feel our Pow'r y <9". — 
King. Such as a Robber's, by Surprize and Force 
Where is your Right from Heav'n 2 | 

Crom. Power | ; | 

The Right of Nature and the free-born Man. 
King. Leave me. 

Crom. You ſpeak as if you ſtill were King. 

Ving. If not: What am I then? 

Crom. Charles Stuart, nothing more. 

King. Well may the ſervile Herd inſult and threaten, 
When they behold the Lion in the Toils. 

Crom. Vou may complain as much as ſuits your Will, 
You've ſtill that Comfort left So fare you well. 


2 * xit. 
Fux. Thus is good Fortune treated by the 
0 did ſhe know how much they ſhame her F —— 
She wou'd confer em only on the Great 
Be chearful, Sir ; he is not worth a Thought. 

King. O Fuxox think what Majeſty muſt feel, 
Who an Inſult from a Subject Tongue: 
But let him hence----I am compos'd again, 
And for the worſt prepar'd. All gracious Heay'n ! 
You gave me Power and you may take it back ; 
You gave me Life, and may reclaim the Gift ; 
That as you pleaſe----But ſpare this luckleſs Land, 
And fave it from Misfortune's rugged Hand ! 
My ev'ry Wiſh is for its Joys Increaſe, 
And my laſt Pray'r ſhall be my People's Peace. 
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Inter King Charles, the Queen and Lady Fairfax. 


Queen. 


S it like Love thus to perſuade me hence ? 
Is it like Love, alas! in me to go? 
Can ſhe be faithful to her luckleſs Lord, 
Who will be abſent in Affliction's Hour? 
Is it not then the lenient Hand of Love 
Proves its beſt Office ? Then the virtuous Wife 
Shines in the full Meradian of her Truth, 
And claims her Part of Sorrow: Oh, my Lord, 
Have I been ſo unthrifty of thy Joy, 
That you deny me to partake your Woe ? 
W my beſt Queen Vou wrong my Heart's 


"Tis not my Wiſh adviſes--—but my Fear, 
My Fears for thee, the tendereſt Part of Clare ; 
When thou art ſafe beyond their barbarous Pow'r, 
I cannot feel Misfortune. 

Queen. But I ſhall, 


More than to ſhare e'en Death with thee :----- 


My Sorrows will be doubled if I go :---- 

The Pangs of Separation muſt be great, 

And my Conceit of what my Char/es may feel 
Exceed Reality-----Q let me ſtay----- 


J was prepar'd to ſuffer all things with you, 


But not the Shock of Parting. 
Lady Fairf. Welcome "Tears ! 
Who that have Virtue can behold this Scene 


King. 
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King. Now tis paſt, 
I wou'd have ſooner ſpoke, but pow rful Nature. 
Firſt claim'd my Tears, ere ſhe wou'd lend me Words: 
It muſt not be, my Love, thy Pray*r to ſtay 
(The growin Proof of thy eternal Love) I | | 
Argues a thee to my tender Heart, e 
And forces thee away: This worthy Lady 1 
Has found the Means, and made the generous Offer, a 
Her Care prepares your Flight : The preſent Hour 
That forces me before their black Tribunal, 
Will hold all Eyes regardleſs of your Steps, 8 
And make Security thy Guide ä 
Till we ſhall meet a TY, thy dear Idea A 
Shall in my wakin ſtill revive; 
And fill up every 
a BE deareft Lord, 
Can you ſo eafily ounce----- Farewel, 
When that F 1 may be perhaps for ever 7 
O can you leave me thus? ----- - 
Methinks our P fhou'd affect the World, 
And Nature fy ze with Griefs like ours----+ 
= tet me ftay, at leaſt, till this black Day n COR 
„that I may know the workt. - 2 

10 in doubt 5 Worſe than to be certain ; 
My Apprehenfion wilt increaſe my Woe, = 
And wy, blackeſt Scenes of Death before me. 


wr > more, my Queen ! that were to rin ty 

Safety — 

And make me more unhappy in tht Danger: f 

Farewel. + © | FT 1 n 1 
Queen, O, yet a little longer * 

Each Moment now is worth an Ag wan 1 21 

. never reſting Time] tis ne DNR 


I count thy Value: O, my deareſt Lo N 
Who cou'd believe wh ben firſt we met in Love, 
That we ſhou'd know A Parting \ worle thin D Dea! 2 
Do not go yet. works 

King, Heay'n Lilo x 'wou'd wer Kt 
But dire Neceflity muſt be obey'd: . 
And ſee where he appears in his worſt Ferm. 
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e thy Tears, my Love, leſt he ſuſpect 
ca thy Heart to ſay Farewel at once. 


Eater Cel. Tomlinſon. 


Toml. My Lord, 1 bay Orders to med you 
Majeſty 
To Weftminfter. 
King, A Moment ſpent in private, 
And I am ready: Do not droop, my Queen, 


Exert th ſtrongeſt Vigour of thy Soul, per 
xert the 1 So 
Call up thy Piety, Apes Views,” 
Thy Reſolution, and thy Sex's Pride, 
And take their friendly Counſel; they will ſoon: 
Determine you to think of Charles, as one 

the Power of Faction in this World, 
And ready for another-----Fare thee well, — 
J have this Compliment to pay thy Worth, 
That I now leave thee with more tender Thoughts 
Than firft I met thy Love-—thu Tear-—-adicu. | 
Now, Sir, lead on. * C. Tom. entring. 

Queen, O ſtay, my deareſt Lo 

Let me aſſure thee of my Faith and Love 
Witneſs thou awful Ruler of the World, 
How much I feel in Parting how my Heart 
Labours to break to prove its Conſtancy ; 
How my Affection ſtill has call'd thee Dear 
Never unkind, *till in this parting Moment, 
What do I ay! Alas, my 2 
Fancy preſented him before my Eyes 


And 4 Tears wrong d my Si i gone for 


Lady Fairf Good Madam, think your Safety calls; 
upon you, 
Your very Sorrows are not here ſecure ; | 

Thoꝰ you negle& your own, yet think his Eaſe, 
. The Eaſe of "nn, depends upon your Flight * | 
VE; 
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n proper Means, 
They wait your | 

Dun, Lady, I will go----- ; | 
But oh, be juſt to Nature, and to Pity, | lf 
And own *tis hard -----1 thank mn friendly Ters, | 
They 1 my Meaning-------but WEATY YOU. =o 
Dok nary. who feels Misfortunes will coraplain, | 
And I have wondrous Reaſon ----- O my Charles! 
Since I muſt go, may every adverſe Star 
Dart on my wandring Head, 'and leave thy Sky 
Decks with — Planets only. ------ May thy 


Clear as thy Innocence, adorn the World, 
And be the Theme of Wander O my Heart ! 
[ Excunt. 


Enter the Marguiſs * Lindſey, meeting the Duke of 
chmond. | 


Lindſ. Saw 2 de! King paſs by ? 
4 I did, my Lord: | 

As to his Coronation , not his Traal : 

Such was his Look . ſuch awful Maj 

Beam'd out on every Side, and ſtruck the 

No Mark of Sorrow furrow'd up his Face, 

Nor ſtopp'd his Smiles to his ſaluting Friends: 

Clear as his Conſcience, was his Viſage ſeen, 

The Emblem of his Heart. As I approach'd, 

Richmond, ſaid he, commend me to my Friends ; 

Say, tho' my Power is gone, my Wiſhes reach em. 

And ev'ry Pray'r that riſes, breathes their Welfare. 

"Tis not in Faction to ſubdue the Spirit, 

Or break the noble Mind : His ſpeaking Eyes 

Repeated his Commands, and pierc'd my Heart ; 

E'en the baſe Rabble ---- licens'd to inſult, + 

Struck with the Dignity of Kingly Awe, 

Forgot their Hire, and roſe from Praiſe to Wonder: 


Lind/. Will you not follow, Sir? 'twere worth. . 
Remark, 


Haw he deports hunſelf. 


43 
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Richm. O fear not Charles, 

Let him encounter with an Hoſt of Kings, 
And he ſhall ſtand the Shock without a Terror: 
Will he then ſhrink beneath a Subject-Brow, 


Tho' wrinkled with Rebellion? ----- no, good Lied/ey, 


The Lion cannot loſe his Nature, 

The Sun its Heat, nor Char/es his noble Firmneſs ; 

Perhaps indeed, his generous Heart may feel, 

Not for himſelf, but for his Tyrant Judges ; 

He may lament depray'd Humanity, 

And bluſh to be miftaken in his People. 
. See, what a mounful Viſage Fairfax wears, 


The Sun of Pleaſantry eclips'd by Thought: 
Now ] 


combates I 

And makes him curſe Succeſs ---- but thus tis ever 
When Courage wildly ſtarts out by it ſelf, 

Nor aſks Confideration's friendly Aid; 
Confuſion joins him; then he wanders thro” 
The Thicket, Doubt, the Maze, Perplexity, 
And finds at laſt Repentance. 


Enter Fairfax. - 


Fairf. Now the Scene of — is on foot, 
and acting; 


Now Murder mounts the Bench, array'd like Juſtice, 


And points the Sword at Charles —— ill-fated Man! 


Ha! who are thoſe? The Friends of C 


Faction? 
No, they are with their Huntſmen on the Scent 
Of Royal Blood, uncoupled for Deſtruction: 

If Sorrow blinds me not the Duke of Richmond. 
ERichm. Good Sir, how fare you? 

Fairf. Wondrous ill, My Lord. 

Cou'd I but tell you what I feel, yet live, 
You wou'd conclude me proof. -O Sir! 
Reflection ſhews me the vaſt Tract I've ve paſt, 
And ſtern Impoſſibility denies 
One Step Return yet ( be my Witneſs Heav'n "oy 
This dreadful Day was never in my Wiſh. 
Richm, 


e 


— — 


2 


Richm. We do not think it was but, gentle Lord! 
Think of ſome Means to ward this fatal Blow, 
And fave the King. Wou'd you but go, my Lord, 
Your Strugg mw 
Fairf. ! whatcan1do? 
Was ever Army routed by one Man ? 
I have an Army there to combate with : ---- 
Shou'd I go there in order for Prevention, 
Failing, my Preſence wou'd be made Conſent, 
And I ſtill more unhappy : O the Change 
This is the Curſe of Pow'r, 
For Presbytery never meant it ? Yet, my Lords, 
You ſhall not ſay, that Fairfax only talks, 
He will approve his Honeſty by Deeds ; 
Somewhat he will attempt to {ave his Honour, 
And clear it to the View of future Times. | 
— We do not doubt your Will nor yet your 
ower. 
My Lord, Farewell [Exe. Richm. and Lind. 
Fairf. My Pow's ------fay, what is Pow's 2 
The vain Extent of Title and of Land; 
The barbarous Impulſe to the inſulting Wretch, 
To uſe his Fellow-Creature like a Slave ; 
The Woman's Idol, and the Man's Misfortune, 
As it too often robs him of 8 
This is the worſt Degree -----behold the beſt, 
And now *tis lovely ; the Redreſs of Wrongs, 
Hunger's Repaſt, and the large Draught of Thirſt, 
The poor Man's Riches, and the rich Man's Wealth, 
When thus apply'd-----The Means to ſtop the Death, 
The Death of Charks------This is my Wiſh for Power. 
[Exit. 


SCEN E draws and diſcovers the High-Court. 
King, Bradſhaw, Cromwell, Ireton, &c. 
King. Sir, were my Perſon all the Danger here, 


I ſhou'd not think it worth the Pain of Speech) 
Your Charge gainſt me is of the ſmalleſt Force, | 
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Concern'd the Kingdom's Safety 
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But 'tis my People's Liberties I prize, 


At which, thro' me you ſtrike : Impeachments run 
In the King's Name, and therefore cannot lie 
Againſt the King himſelf ; what earthly Pow'r 

Can juſtly call me to account? By what Law ' 
Have you erected this pretended Court? 

The Houſe of Commons ? --- Say, is that alone 
A Court of Judicature ? Where are the Lords 
Tolend their Aid ? The King to fit ſupreme, 

And paſs the Nation's Laws ? Are theſe your Means 
To bring the King to meet his Parliament ? | 
'To force him hither like a Criminal ? 

I lately did require and preſsꝰd it warmly, 

Stoop'd, almoſt to Intreaty, to be hear 

Before both Houſes in the Painted-Chamber ; 

I told you, what I had to offer there, 

more than mine: 

I was refus'd----- Is this your boaſted Juſtice ? 


Conſider of it yet-----and hear your King; 


If you do not, remember where it lies, | 
The Weight of this Day's Guilt ; if you refuſe, 
Do as you pleaſe ------ I have no more to ſay. 
Brad. The Court has ſomething then to ſay to you, 


Which, tho? it may not pleaſe you, muſt be ſpoke : 


You have been charg'd with Tyranny and Murder, 
With levying Arms againſt the Commonwealth, 
And joining in Rebellion *gainſt the People. 
King. Sir, give me leave to ſpeak ere Sentence paſſes 
Againſt thoſe Imputations'------- 
Brad. By your favour, 
Your time is paſt, and Sentence now approaching. 
King. Am I not to be heard? 
Brad. Tis now too late; 
You have diſown'd us for a Court of Juſtice ; 
We have too long been trifled with already; 
And muſt proceed-----Attend your Sentence, Sir : 
The Commons, in behalf of the whole People, 
Have conſtituted this High-Court of Juſtice, 
To try Charles Stuart lately King of England. 
He has thrice heard his Charge, and thrice deny'd hs 
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The Pow'r and Juriſdiftion of the Court, 
For which Contempt, and Proof of his High Crimes, 
It does pronounce him Tyrant, Traitor, Murderer, 
Adjudging him to Death, by ſevering 
His Head and Body _.---This is the joint Act, 
The Sentence, mn, and the Reſolution 
Of the whole Court. 
- [The nwhole Court arike in » token of their Aſſent. 
King. Will you hear me, Sir ? 
Brad. Not after Sentence. 
King. No, Sir ? | 
Brad. It is too late. Withdraw your Prifoacr. 
* King. May I not * —7 I may, Sir, after — 
tence. . 
« Your favour, Sir, I may, Sir, after Sentence. 
a Bred Adjourn the Court. 
— King is brought forward ; the Scene cloſes. 
King. 


'd to ſpeak Why have I liv'd to this? 


When I had Nw: the meaneſt of my Subjects, 
Not heard by me, wou'd ſtraight arraign my Juſtice 
And brand me with the hated Name of n 
Will future Ages, looking back to this, 
Credit the Record? They will rather deem it 
The black invective of a partial Pen, 
And curſe his Mem'ry that libell'd England. 
Sir, I am ready to attend your will 
Do your worſt Office ; If its your Commiſſion, 
Then lead me now this Inſtant to the Block ; 
'Twill be a joyful Hearing, for believe me 
I wou'd not hve in longer Fellowſhip 
With Men, whom my beſt Thoughts muſt call ungrate- 
ful. 
Toml. Sir, my Commands are to attend you back; 
I have no more in charge. 
King I follow you. As he goes out, Fairfax enters. 
Tais Sir let me treſpaſs for a Word or two, 
Ere you remove your Priſoner, [To Tomlinſon. 
Toml. I obey, Sir. 


King. Your . — Sir ! If you come here t inſult, 


Spare not the Taunt, nor the opprobrious r 
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I have to- day born ſo much, 
That an Addition will be ſcarcely felt. 

++ pig me not ſo ; Fay e ber 
My Heart, Tetelting this accurſed Day, 
Comes to approve its Honeſty to Char 
If I have often fought againſt thy — 
My Conſcience dictated, and not my Hate; 
Acquit me my ſelf of this laſt Act, 
it; And judge the former as you pleaſe. 
i King. Good Fairfax. 
WR The preſent Times are liable to Error. 
4 I am a fatal Inſtance ; then forgive me. 
4 Id forgot how lately I had Cauſe 
| . "To think you now no Enemy to Charles ; 
| | But — forc'd down her —— Draught, 


Which had clos'd up the Eye of 
4 Fairf. IIl-fated Prince ! — does thy — ſhine, 
4 And make Affliction glorious: O tis has, 
1 The truly Great exert their Reſolution, 
And make Calamity a Virtue: Cronewell now 
| Loſes the barb'rous Joy of his Defign, 
[ To ſee Misfortune's Arrow fail to pierce thee. 
| King. Believe me, Fairfax, tis not innate Firmneſs, 
| The Dare Morality, the Stoick Patience, 
N That furniſh true Serenity of Mind: 
| J had try'd all theie Helps, but prov'd em weak, 
[ | And found the beſt Philoſophy in Virtue : 
. Can the fond Teacher's Leſſon, conn'd by Rote, 
Change the dark Lodging of the Murderer's Breaſt, 
To the Sun-lighted Rooms of Innocence ? O, no! 
[| As to the Agents of my preſent Fate, h 
5 J look upon em with the Eye of Thanks; 
I Who from this Life of Sorrow-wing my! Parting, 
4 And ſend me ſooner to a happier Throne. 


i Fairf. Such Reſignation wears the noble Mind, 
i And triumphs over Death : But, gentle Charles / 
it _ not of Death ſo ſoon, live long and happy : 
irfax will try his utmoſt Stretch of Power, 
Hee you ſhalt live, tho' this black Day has happen'd ; 


x To 


| Perſuaſion, Pray*r and Force ſhall all be us'd 
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To make my Promiſe good. 
. Good * on me 
Nor indiſcreetly throw away, 
To ſave the Man whoſe Wiſhes are to dle. 
I had remov'd my Thoughts from Earth, and now 
Twill be ſuch Pain to call 'em back again 
Life is not worth the Trouble: Yet 1 thank thee, - | 
Fairf. This was but half my Purpoſe : Hear me on · 
If in the Hurry of intemp'rate Zeal, * 
I have outgone the Juſtice of the Cauſe, 
And, erring in my Judgment, fought in wrong, 
Let this Intreaty win thee to a Pardon. | 
If to have my ener RW wang 
Thou art as White as Virtue.” 
Fairf. Glorious C 7 N 
But I will haſten to preſerve his Life, 
And make my Gratitude, my Thanks ; Farewel! 
It is the common Intereſt of Mankind . 
To let him live, to ſhine out an 
King. Who — in good. Fortune's gorgeous Ee 


Looks not ſo 5 — to a virtuous Rye, 

As he who cloaths him in repentant Black : 

I tire your Patience: Come, Sir, lead the way; 
Lighter than Fancy does my Boſom feel, 

My Thoughts are Mercy; and my quiet Conſcience 
Tranquillity's ll calm — Bear 21 | 
Beats in my Pulſe, or ruffles me with Care: 

If the bare Hopeè of Immortality 

Knows Peace likethis, ana uren the ulEnjoymens be, 
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Fairfax folus. 


H Y did I conquer—to ee | 
Who tho' I fought for Liberty alone, 
Will yet acquit me of the Guilt that follows ? 

Will future Ages when they read my Page, 

(Tho! Charles himſelf abſolves me of the Deed) 
Spare me the Name of Regicide? Ono! _,, 
I ſhall be blacken'd with my Party's Crimes, , 
And damn'd with my full Share, tho' innocent: 

In vain then gainſt Oppreſſion 4 1 warr'd, 
14 In vain for Liberty d the Sword ; 
| Poſterity's black ſhall brand my Name, 4 
I And make me live in Infamy for ever. (tory, 
| Now, Valour, break thy "Sword, thy Standard, Vic- 
Furl up thy Enfigns, bold Hoſtility, 8 24 Avid 
And fink into Inaction: Since, alas! 
One tainted Heart, or one ambitious Bain 
_ tur n the Current of the nobleſt Purpoſe, 
4 And ſpoil the Trophies of an Ages War. 
But ſee —_ tomy Wiſh, ern Cromwell comes ; ; 

= tron for the Life of Charles, 
1 — avow thy Purpoſe. 


Enter Cromwell. 


| Crom. Fairfax in Thought? my noble Lord, good 
Day. 

| Fairf. To make it good, let Cromwell grant my 
1 Pray'r, 
lf 1 


* .* 


my 
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80 Mercy and the Sun ſhall ſhine 
Crom. Still on this paltry 
Why will you wrong Intreaty by this Cauſe? 
Fairfax is wiſe, and ſhould not aſt of "Cromwell 
To grant what Juſtice ſtops ; yours are not Years, 


| 51 
together: 
Subject? Haie, why, 


When Childhood prattles, or when N mopes :—- 


Pardon the Expreffion. 
Fairf. I forgive you all, 
All you can think, but Rigour to the King. 


Crom. Pr'ythee no more: This Mercy that you 


pray for, 
As ill becomes thy Tongue, as my Severity ; 
Nay worſe ; would you obſtru@ the Law 
In it's due Office? nor permit the Ax 
To fall upon Offenders, ſuch as Charles 


2 — you ſee T again ariſe, 
n Let us then 
— — Liberty, who ſtill 


Has in the Front of Battle fought our Cauſe, 
And led us on to Conqueſt ; let us bind him 
In the ſtrong Chains of rough tive, 
And throw him helpleſs at the Feet of Charles: 
He will abſolve us then, and praiſe our Folly. 
Fairf. This is a Sophyſtry too weak for Reaſon : 
You wou'd excuſe the Guilt 
By ſhewing me the poſite Extreme; | 
But can you find 8 no middle 
Steering between the Danger of the laſt, 
And Horror of the firſt ? I know you can. 


of Charles's Death, © | 


Crom. It is not to be done : Wou'd Fairfax now , 


When he has labour'd up the fteep Aſcent, 
And waſted Time and 8p irits ; would he now, 
When but one Step ne H d Bane: 
Where to his Eye * fair Horizon ſtretches, 
And ey'ry Proſpect Greatnefs can command ; 
Would he now ſtop, let go his fearful Hold, 
_ tumble from the Height? 

Fairf. I aim at none; 
Damn'd be all Greatneſs that depraves the Heart, 
Ann | 


I ſhall. 


——— —— — 
— — 
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I ſhall grow warm to be thus trifled with : 
Think better, Cromwel/----I have, . my Promiſe 
That Charles ſhall live. | | | 

Crom. A Promiſe, may be broke,. "Ie. 

Nay ſtart not at it 'Ths an hourly Practice; 
The Trader breaks it, yet is counted honeſt. 
The Courtier keeps it not yet keeps his Honour; 
Husband and Wite in Marriage promiſe much, 
Yet follow ſep rate Pleaſures, and are virtuous. 
The Churchmen promiſe too, but wiſely, they 
To a long Payment ſtretch the crafty Bill, 
And draw upon Futurity: A Promiſe 
"Tis the wiſe Man's F reedom, and the Fool's Reſtraint ? 
It is the Ship in which the Knave embarks, 
* Who rigs it with the Tackle of his Conſcience, 
And fails with ev'ry Wind: Regard it not. 

Fairf. Can Cromwell think ſo baſely as he ſpeaks 
It is impoſſible, he does but try 
How well fair Speech becomes a vicious Cauſe, 

But, I hape, ſcorns it in the richeſt Dreſs. 
Vet hear me on, it is our Intereſt ſpeaks, 

And bids us ſpare his Life; while that continues, 
No other Title can annoy our Cauſe, 

And him we have ſecure; but grant him dead, 
Another Claim ſtarts up, another King, 
Out of our Reach this bloody Deed perhaps 
May rouſe the Princes of the Continent, 

( Who think their Perſons fruck at in this Blow) 
To ſhake the very ſafety of our Caſe. 

Crom. When you — our Intereſt, ſpeak with, 
It is the Turn and Point of all Deſign : ( Freedom, 
But take this Anſwer, Fairfax, in return ;_ + 
Britain, the Queen of Iſles, our fair Poſſeſſion 
Secur'd by Nature, , laughs at foreign Force; ow 
Her Ships her Bulwark, and the Sea her Pike, 

Sees Plenty in her Lap, and braves the wort | 
Be therefore ſatisfy d, for Charles muſt die. 

Fairf. Wilt thou be heard, tho” at thy utmoſt Need, 
Who now art deaf to Mercy and to Pray'r ? 

O curſt An devouring 121 


How 


o 
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How doſt thou from the Field of Honeſty, | 

Pick ev'ry Grain of Profit and Deli 

And mock the Reaper, Virtue ! Bloody „M! 
Know that T ſtill have Pow 'r, have ſtill the Means, 
To make that certain, which I pop oa; 2. 


And fix my ſelf a thy black Deſign, | 
And tell 8 datintleſs, That he ſhall not die. 
rom. Will Fairfax turn a Rebel to the Cauſe, 


And ſhame his Glories ? 


Fairf. J abjure the Name, 
I know no Rebel on the Side of Virtue, 
This I am ſure af; He that 'AQs unjuſtly 
Is the worft Rebel to himfelf, and tho' now 
Ambition's Trumpet and the Drum of Pow r 
May drown the Sound, yet Conſcience will, one Day, 
Speak loudly to him, and repeat that Name. 
Crom. You talk as *twere a Murder, not a 1 8 
Have we not brought him to an open Trial ? 
Does not the general Cry N Ne his Death & 
Come, Fairfax dares not. | 
Fairf. By yon Heav'n I will: —— 
I know thee 8 but fo is Fairfax. 
You ſeem ſe, and fhall find I dare--- ving. 
Crom. Fand, et ftay ; I would extend my ow'r 
To its full Stretch, de fatisfy your Wiſh ; 
Yet wou'd not have you think that I ſhou'd x 
That to your Threats, which I deny d your in r — 
Judge not ſo meanly of yourſelf and me : 
Be calm, and hear me----What is human Nature, 
When the intemperate Heat of Paſſion blinds 
The Eye of Reaſon, and commits her Guidance 
To hats Raſhneſs; he directs her Steps 
Wide of Succeſs, to Error s pathleſs Way, 
And Diſappointments wild; Vet ſuch we are, 
So frail our Being, that our judgment reaches 
Scarce farther than our Sight----Let us retire, 


And in this great Aﬀair intreat his Aid, 


Who only can in direct to Certainty. 
There is I know not what, of good p preſage, 
That dawns within, and lights — happy 1 


3 Fair. 
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Fairf. If Heav'n and you conſider it alike, 

It muſt be happy. 
Cram. An Hour or two of Pray'r 

Will pull down Favour upon Charles and us. 
Fairf. I am contented, but am till reſoly'd , | 

That Charles ſhall live-----I ſhall expect your Anſwer 

With the Impatience of defiring Lovers, 

Who ſwell a Moment's Abſence to an Age. Exit. 
Crom. This was a Danger quite beyond my View, 

Which only this Expedient cou'd prevent; 

Fairfax is weak in Judgment, but ſo brave, 

| That ſet Determination. by his Side, 

j And he aſcends the EA Top of peril; 

| Now Time is gain'd to ward againſt his Pow! r, | 

| Which quickly muſt be thought on To my Wiſh----- 


Enter Ireton. 


| Iret. I but this Inſtant met the General, Fairfax, 
I Who told me his Intreaty had prevail'd 
| To ſave the Life of Charles: Tis more than Wonder 
Crom. Ireton, thy Preſence never was more timely ; 
I would diſcloſe--- but now each Moment's Loſs, 
Is more than the Neglect of future Years : 
Hie thee in Perſon to St. Fames's, Ireton, 
And warn the Officer, whoſe Charge leads forth. 
The King to Execution, to be ſudden, 
Let him be more than punctual to the Time ; ; 
If his Reſpect to us forerun his Warrant, 
It ſhall winGreatneſs for him; ſo inform him 
That done repair oth” Inſtant to the Army, 
And ſee a choien Party march directly, 
{Such as can well be truſted) poſt them, Treton, 
Around the Scaffold; my beſt Kinſman fly. 
[E xit Ireton. 


Why now, I think, I have ſecur'd my Point, 

I ſet out in-the Darreae of the Tide, 

And not one Wind that blows around the Compare, 
But drives me to Succeſs : Ambition now 


Soars to its darling Height, and Eagle like 


Looks 


Ns. 
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Looks at the Sun of Power, enjoys its Blaze, 

And grows fa familiar with the Brightneſs ; now I ſee 
Dominion nigh ; Superiority 

Beckons and 8 to the Chair of State; 
There, G robes me: Now let Cromævell boaſt, 


That he has reft the Crown from Char/es's Brow, 
To make it blaze more awful on his own. [ Exit. 


SCENE, The King diſcover'd on a Couch. 


Kind Sleep, farewel ! 
Thou haſt — in the nightly Care, 
And always ſmooth'd my Pillow; at our Parting, 
As toa faithful Friend, I fay Farewel, 
And thank thee for thy Service : Here's another, 


Enter Bp. Juxon. © | 


Whoſe better Care brings Quiet to the Mind: 
Who gives the rich Opate of Content, 
That makes us ſleep in Hope, and wake to Mercy; 
Him too, the Bankrupt Charles can only pay, 
As he has done the former, no Return, (Heart. 
But the poor Gratitude of Thanks, warm from the 
good Lord, have you ſo ſoften'd Rigour, 
Tit . Im 2 — Children ere I die? 
x. It is permitted, Sir, they wait without: 
I would not let them enter, till I knew 
You were prepar'd, and ready for the Interview. 
[Exit Juxon. 
King. Good Juxon, lead them hither. Now the Father, 
Spite of my Firmneſs, ſteals into my Eye, 
And melts my Manhood Heart thou haſt no Temper 
Proof againſt Nature, ſpeakin 
Enter Biſhop Juxon, James, n and Elizabeth. 
James. My Royal Father !. 
King. Good Fuxon, make them riſe, 
For if” I look that Way I ſhall kneel too, 
And join with them in Tears; A Chair, good Fuxox. 


[Juxon. 


——- 
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Keep thy Eyes bright to look on better Times 


[Juxon brings a Chair forward, and raiſes the Children. 
Come hither, James; nay, do not ep, my Boy, 


James. I will command my Nature if I en, 

And ftop theſe Tears of Sorrow, for indeed - : 
They drown my Sight ; and I would view thee well; | 
Copy my Royal Father in his Death, 

And be the Son of his heroic Virtues. - 

King. Thou art the Child of Duty; hear me, | James, 
And iy up this aft Loflon in thy Meare; | 
When I am dead, look on thy Brother Charles, 
Notas thy Brother only, but thy King ; 

Pay him Fraternal Love and Suk;eQt 

Nor let Ambition, or the Thirſt to reign, - 

Poiſon thy firm Allegiance : When thou ſeeſt h kim, 
Bear him my Blefling and this laſt Advice: 

If Heav'n reſtores him to his lawful Crown, 

Let him wreak no Revenge upon his R | 

But think it his beſt Conqueſt to forgive; ; 
With Kindneſs let him treat Succeſs, ſo hall he be 
A conſtant Gueſt ; his Promiſe, when once given, | 
Let no Advantage break ; nor any View 1 25 
Make him give up his Honeſty to reach it; 

Let him maintain his Pow'r, but not inereaſe it; 
The String Prerogative, when ſtrain'd too high, 
Cracks, lie the tortur d Chord of Harmony, 

And ſpoils the Conſort between King and Subject; 
Let him regard his People more than Minifter, - 
« Whoſe Intereſt or Ambition my miſlead him; 
Theſe Rules obſerv'd, may make him a good Prince, 
And happier than his F ather----Wilt thou, James, 
Remember this ? 

Fames. O doubt not, Royal Sir, 

Can what my Father ſays eſcape my Memory, 
And at a time when he ſhall ſpeak no more. 


King. Come to my Arms, my Boy. * 
James. Would I cou'd weep the Blood that warms 
my Heart, 


For Water wrongs my-Sorrow. 
King. 
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King. my dear Elizabeth, 
Draw near and take thy dying Father's Blefling ;/ 
Say to thy Mother (if N ſhalt ſee her) 


That my Thoughts never wander'd from her, that my 


Holds her as dear, een in this Hour of Death, 

As when my Eyes firſt languiſh'd on her Beauties: 

Tell her, that Charles is only gone before 

To merit an immortal Crown, and ſhare it with "Re 
Farewel, Elizabeth, and let thy Love, | 

And thy Obedience wait thy Brother Charles. 

Elz. Alas, my Father, I but now have found 
A Paſſage for my Words, and yet you ſay 
Farewel already. 

King. Come, my little GI ger, 

Come to my Arms, and let me kiſs thy Cheek. 

_ Gift. Alas, my Lord! *tis cold * with Tears, 
I'll wipe it dry, and warm it with my Hand, 

That it may meet your Kindneſs as it ought. 

King. Gli ofter, when I am dead, your Brother Charles 
Is then your King and Maſter ------ 5 and obey him. 
Theſe Men who hall cut off, thy Father's Head, 
When I am dead, perhaps, may 1 thee King; ; 

But do not thou, I charge thee on my Bleſling, 
Accept the Crown while thy two Brothers live ; e 
Conſider, G fer, they were born before thee, 
And have an elder Title; wilt thou, Gi ſer? 
Gt. A King! no, they ſhall tear me firſt in Pieces. 
King. O Nature, Nature, do not ſtrike ſo deeply; 


| This Scene is worſe than Death -I am ready, Sir. 


[ Fomlinſcn at the Door. 
James. O, Sir. | 
Flix. My Lord! | we 
2 My Father. 155155 
el 
Ty . 1 connor yart oem, you; my deareſt Father ! 
Would not thoſe bloody Men that .cut your Head off, 


"= 4 * beg it, cut off mine? 


K. Heart, thou art Marble, not to bone at this-- 
Has 
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Has ſtruggled long with my paternal Fondnels, 
And has at length prevail'd : Farewel at once, 
[ [Going, returus. 
I thought I had taken my leaſt Leave of them, 
But find that Nature calls me back again, - 
And aſks anotherLook, another parting Lb; [ Embrace. 
Be virtuous, and be happy. 
Gt. O my Poor Father Coy _ * hol 
King. So, now tis over----Let thy 
Good Fuxon, bear me Company to — —— 
Now, Sir, lead on; ere long I hope to ſee 
A World more glorious; where no Diſcord lives, 
Nor Error riſes, and no Faction thrives: 
There the unfetter'd Mind Perfection knows, 
And looks with Pity upon humane Woes. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Duke of Richmond, and Marquis of Lindſey. 


Richm. O fatal Day ! now Horror is on foot 
In her worſt Garb, and ſtern Calamity 
Can do no more to England: Charles's Sun 
Sets in his Blood, and blaſhes for his People. 
Lindſ. What awful Majeſty his Viflage bears, 
Nor deigns the Tribute of one ſorrowing Look, 
To grace Misfortune. 
Richm. Look where Fairfax comes; 
His Motion wild, and his diſtemper'd Eye 
Shoots Fire around, and ſpeaks ſome ſtrange Emotion. 
Enter Fairfax. : 
Fairf. Curs'd be the Villiain's Arts, and every Wile 
That wrought me to believe him : O Credulity, 
Thou haſt as many Ears as Faine has Tounges, 
Open to every Sound of Truth and Falſhood ! 
"Tis now too late, impoſſible to fave him: 
Fool that I was, I knew him for a Villain, 
Yet truſted to him, to the Monſter Cromwell. 1 
Richm. Fairfax, the World acquits thee of the Deed ; 
Thy Pow'r has labour'd ſtrongly bebe, ——— 
Behold where Faxen the good Biſhop comes, 7 
Return'd from his laſt Service to his Mafter. ' * © - 5 
airf. 
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Fairf. J will not ſtay to hear the fad Relation, 
But think on my R on Cromwell ; 
May FRE Mercy which e deny d to Charles s mor- 
Ne'er light upon his Soul, tho' at hs iat Inne. 
Bieter Juxon. _ + 
Richm. Charles is at Peace. 
Fur. Heis, my gentle Lord; 6 | 
And may we all meet Death with equal Fir aneh 
Patience ſat by him in an Angel's Garb, _ 
Aad held out a full Bowl ef rich Content, 
Of which he quaff d: „„ Charity, 
And in behalf of Charles with haſty Hand, 
Dealt round Forgiveneſs to the World ; his Pray'r 
Was for his Foes more earneſt than himſelf, 
Becauſe their Wants were greater Thus fell Charls ! 
A Monument of Shame to the preſent. Age-- 
A Warning to the future: His Example 
May prove this Maxim's Truth to all Mankind; 
The Subjectis Reverence, and the Prince's Love, a 
Graſping, and graſp'd, walk Hand in Hand together, 
by Unien ; then, the King's Command 
Is loit in the Obedience of the Subject; 
The King, unaſk!d, confirm'd the Peoples Ri , 
And by the Gift ights, 
Theſe are the Virtues — 


_ Neun and re es bring. ; 
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EPILOGURE 
Wricten by a Friend. 
Spoken by Mrs, GIFFARD. 


T length, our Bard has told his diſmal i ; 
He thinks==wwithout Offence to Whig or Tory ! 


He writes not from a Spirit of Contention ; , 
And only on third Nights expect. his Penſion, . | 
Ladies, when civil Dudzeon firſt grew high, | 
And the good Flocks fell then knew not Uhy —— 
A em Ra- doubt on were thoſe Round- 
cad, 
Rebels at once to Female Army, and Cronun d. bead 
But nom. 51 Change ! == our Heroes give their Votes 
For Government of Kings, and Petticoats“ — 
Had we then lib d: hat Crouds of V oluntiers / 
Down with the Rump | and high for Cavaliers ! 
In thoſe Prim Jim. ur Grandmothers of Tore. 
Preferr'd a Pray'r-book to a Matadore — 
At Court each 7, urtle only low d her Mate, | 
And no Intrigues went on but 1. State 
What odious Salique Law ( tauas none of Nature J 
Excludes us Women from the Legiſlature? 
Cou'd wwe aſſemble once in Convocation ; 
How purely wou'd wwe ſettle all the Nation ! 
Lovers and Of'ras Sou d employ our Cares, 
Cards, Maſquerades, and. Such- lite State-Afairs . 
Debates, like a Nale- Senate, we cou d handle ; 
And move, as well as they, te---ſnuff a Candle] 
Our Ay's and No's, with one ſorill Voice declare; 
And none be Mates; but all, all Speakers there; 
Now, on our Stage, while Charles once more is try'd! 
He hopes none here can prove a Regicide {---- 
A milder Sentence to receive, his Truft is, 
Tremendous Pit, in your high Court of Fuftice! 
If bravely you'd ſupport the good old Cauſe, 
Atone your Father's Crimes by your Applauſe ! 
Lay not a barb'rous Tax yn r Good-nature, 


Nor raiſe in Spleen, ou it, by Satire! 


